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Christmas comes but once a year, 
bringing people lots of cheer. 
Unfortunately, in the little kingdom 
5 of Boggania, there ruled a king 
. Y 
{ who was very unhappy about this j 
situation—very unhappy indeed. 
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He enjoyed the 

admiration of his P 
people eleven months idi 
out of every year. But, ^] as 
in December, every- | 
one talked only about 
Santa Claus and the 

king felt terribly alone 
and neglected. 
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This year King Bogg would definitely do 
something about this condition! “There's 
no room in the hearts of my people for 
both Santa Claus and me. Santa Claus 
will have to go!" declared King Bogg 
So his prime minister and adviser, 


"I refuse to share my popularity 
with anyone!” exclaimed the unhappy 
ruler. “If it’s gifts they want, 

_ let them have gifts!" 


The King’s adviser replied, “But, Your 

Majesty, it isn't that the people lóve you 
less. It's just that Christmas-timé is a time 
for joy and giving. Santa Claus has been 
aréund for a long tifié and people dö 

look forward to all the wonderful gifts 
he bringsl" mmm 
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“Call in my master inventor?" 
shouted King Bogg. He'll find 
the way or else...” 


"Did you call, Your Royal Highness?" 
asked the master inventor, Merloff, 
as he rushed into the King's chamber. 


"Yes, Merloffl | want a machine that 
will supply my people with all the 
Christmas gifts they want!" 


“ihat is indeed a very tall órderl" the 
amazed Merloff replied. 

“it is more Than an order," roared 
King Bogg, "it is d command!" 


The king's inventor and his assistants 
worked feverishly into the night, using 
all the scientific knowledge at 

their command. 


Finally when daylight came, the master 
inventor was ready for the supreme test 
of the monstrous machine he had built 
for his ruler. 


No sooner than you could say King Bogg, the 
machine was set in the palace courtyard and the 
anxious king prepared for a demonstration. 
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“Jyst ask the machine for anything you want, 
Your Highness, and you shall have it!” 

said Merloff, proudly. 

"Anything?" asked King Bogg skeptically, "I hope 
you haven't bitten off more than you can chew!" 
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*Harumph! I'll ask for something "MM 
simple. Then we shall see what we : ti |! a 
shall see!” said King Bogg. : | | No 


Everyone waited with bated breath as the 
machine began to chug and churn and sputter 
and splut in answer to the king's request. 


Standing before the huge gift 

maker, King Bogg shouted into 

the mouthpiece of the machine, 

"| would like a whipped cream 
pie for Christmas!" 


And then it happened—the most luscious looking 
whipped cream pie you ever did see came flying 
forth from the machine; smack, dab, plop, 
right into the king's facel 
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"I'm sorry, Your Majesty," cried Merloff, as he 
wiped the pie from King Bogg's face. 

"The machine just needs a slight adjustment 
and this will never happen again. Please 
forgive mel" 


“Hol Ho! Ho!" laughed the king. — 
"|t was worth it! Make the : | 
adjustment and let it roll! The name WS 
‘Santa Claus' will soon be a 
thing of the past!" 


And se it wasn't long befere all the 
people of the kingdom came to the 
palace courtyard to receive their 

good king's wonderful gifts, 


“And what would you like for 
Christmas, my little fellow?" 
beamed the king. "Just name it 
and it’s yours!” ^ — 


“Gollykins!” exclaimed the 
little wide-eyed boy. 
“Could I please have a 
shiny red sled?” 


"Ho! Ho! Ho! Of course you may! 
And you can have o shiny green one 
and a shiny blue one and a 
shiny yellow one, too!" 


"Oh boy!" shouted the little fellow, as he 
watched the shiny new sleds slide out 

of the monster machine. "I never 

got this much from Santa Claus, 
Your Majesty!" 


"Harumph! Let's not mention his name, 
lite man! Just remember when 
Christmas time comes, your king will 
bring enough happiness for everybody!" 


.. . And so far into the night, the lines formed 
beside the huge machine making their requests 
known to their king. He tirelessly ordered 
doubles and triples of everything they wanted 
for Christmas. 


"Ho! Ho! Ho! Santa Claus will get no c 
Christmas mail from my kingdom!" 
chuckled the happy King Bogg to his 
adviser and inventor, . . . 


And he was so right, for at that very moment, far 
away up at the North Pole, Santa Claus and his 
helpers were very alarmed as they finished 
sorting the mail in the workshop post office. 


“There's something mighty funny “Mighty funny, indeed!” shouted 


happening in the Kingdom of Santa Claus. "We usually get a lot 
Boggania!” exclaimed one of Santa's of mail from them every yeor, but 
P ine | this year there's not even 
G little helpers! one latent? 


"J'll just have to go down there and 
investigate this puzzling situation!" 
said Santa. He quickly began to ready 
his sleigh for the long trip 

to Boggania. 


Streaking through the sky with the speed 
of sound, Santa's brave reindeer crew 
soon came in for a landing on the 
outskirts of the kingdom. 


A strange sight met Santa's eyes 
as he alighted from the sleigh. 
On the signpost was a proclamation 


from the-king 


N there shall be 
wo more writing 
+o Santa Claus! 


Your King 
will aug l s 


"Hmmmm . „1 guess that's the 
answer to the question | come 
here for—but it doesn't tell 
me the reason for King 
Bogg's strange behavior. 

I guess the only way to find. 
that out is to go see King 
Bogg!” theught Santa. 


Soon, Santa Claus arrived at the 
king's palace. The sight that his 


eyes beheld was even stranger 
than he had expected. Instead 
of getting presents from the king, 
the people were throwing them 
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“King Bogg, 1 presume!” greeted 
Santa Claus, as he approached 
the frightened king who could 
only stutter, "S-S-Santa 
Claus! Am I glad to 
see you!” 
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“I'm not quite sure l'm glad to see 
you, King Bogg! Why was every- 
body throwing things?” 


"Er—well you see it's this way, Santa Claus—" 
said King Bogg, hemming and hawing, "—I—er— 
only wanted my people to be happy and love me, 
b-but—but—something went wrong. They don't 


seem to want my presents, even though | gave 
them lots more than they ever got from you!” 


One of the little boys in the crowd heard the king’s remarks. He stepped forward 
and exclaimed, “That's the trouble, Your Majesty, you gave us all too many pres- 
ents. Now everyone has everything he needs, so there's nothing left for us to 
give our friends and relatives! It's no fun just getting, Your Majesty! It's 
much more fun giving!” 


“Hol Ho! Ho!" laughed Santa Claus. a 
~ "l guess that answers your question, = 
King Bogg! To give is better —— 


King Bogg thought for a moment 
and a happy smile covered his face 
from eàr to ear. He exclaimed, "My 
péople have taught me a lesson. If 
it's all right with them, Santa Claus, 
it would give me great joy if you: 
would accept these presents for 
children all over the world. As for 
my gift machine, | will destroy it so 
I'll never be tempted to take the 
place of Santa Claus again!" 


Shouts of “Hooray! Long live the 

King!" filled the air, as the children 
happily loaded Santa's sleigh with 
their cast-off presents. 


Ai the same time, the 
king šef out to destroy 
the monster gift 
machine, but not before 
Santa Claus made one L. 
last request from it—a 
wonderful badge for 
King Bogg, appointing 
him Santa Claus' 
number one assistant 
in Boggania. 


Santa is reading a letter sent him by King Bogg. 
Read the secret message and join us in Christmas |. 
fun on the next pages. . ee, f 
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Santa is on his way to visit King Boog 
on his throne. But the way isn't easyl 

Can you get through without 
crossing any lines? 
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Grants gives you 


GREEN 


in most stores 


| with all merchandise 
purchased! 
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